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WHEW BILLY AND MARY 8ATSOS SAY 
THE NAME OF THE OLD SORCERER, 
SHAZAM, AND FREDDY FREEMAN 
PRONOUNCES THE NAME OF HIS 
HERO, CAPTAIN MARVEL, THEyARE 
ANSWERED BY THREE BLINDING 
USHTNfNS FLASHES THAT TRANS- 
FORM THEM INTO. 
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At CaftfU 

SUmaa Pen 



Just as AI Capps remarkable Shmooi 
give eggs, butter, milk and all good 
foods, so will your Shmoo Pen give 
you months of good writing— smooth 
writing and effortless writing, 



Yours for Only 

98c 



Fill in coupon below and mail to; 



M.D.L. Book Co. 
347/A Yons* Street 
TORONTO, Out. 

I enclose 98 cenlfe. Please send me my SHMOO BALL, POINT PEN. 
NAME 
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DON'T like it! It's spooky! It gives me 
the shivers!" So spoke Snippy Mc- 
co-pilot of Alweather Air-Freight Ser- 



said Snippy. 

Buck pulled Snippy's cap 
eyes and started walking toward the pla: 



"I like it," asserted Buck Berkson, Captain, 
pilot and principle stockholder of the one-ship 
line. "It's good money. The guy may be dead, 
but he's no dead-head. They paid in advance. 
Look !" 

He riffled a sheaf of bills under Snippy's 
nose. "Yeh, it looks like good money," said 
McGuire, dubiously. "Is the ink dry?" 

Buck declined to reply. Both men watched 
silently as the solemn bearers carried the cof- 
fin from the hearse to the twin-engined, Army 
surplus plane. It was carefully placed aboard, 
given much gentler handling than the other 
assorted merchandise. 

"I still don't like it," said Snippy, after the 
coffin was placed aboard. "My mother never 
raised me to be a flying undertaker." 

"Cut out the beefing!" urged Buck. "The 
deceased expressed a desire to be buried on 
the Coast, and we're doing him a favor. And 
he's doing us a favor. What we get paid for 
carrying him will take the trip out of the red." 

"Yes, I guess I'd better make the best of it," 
Eaid Snippy. "The passenger is always right, 
vertical or horizontal. Say, do you think that 
fellow has a new shirt that would fit?" 

"Snippy!" Buck said the name the way a 
ir-hoolmaster might address a juvenile delin- 
quent. 

"But this shirt I'm wearing, it's in tatters!" 
pleaded Snippy. "And this fellow won't need 
his. He's going to the warm place . . . Califor- 
nia. I mean." 

"You leave his shirt alone, you grave- 
robber!" exclaimed Buck. 

"I'm not a grave robber, I'm a jolly robber !" 



They had been airborne perhaps half an hour. 
Buck was at the controls. Snippy, his fae« 
chalky white, came from the freight compart- 
ment. 

"Buck!" he said. "I just took a peep into 
that coffin!" 

"I told you to lay off the man's shirt," said 
the pilot. 

"I — I didn't touch his shirt! In fact, there- is 
no shirt! In fact, there is no corpse. The stiff 
has flown the coop!" 

"What?" exclaimed Buck. "What? Is this 
a gag?" 

"No, gentlemen, it's not a gag," said a third 
voice. "I found the coffin quite stuffy, so I 
decided to move around a bit." 

Buck and Snippy both whirled to face a 
stocky, swarthy, ebony-haired man who looked 
at them with cool, boring eyes and who held 
in his right hand a black .45 automatic. 

"A g-g-ghost!" wailed Snippy. 

"Far from it," said Buck, calmly eyeing the 
gunman. "I recognize the gentleman with the 
artillery. He is John 'Razor-Edge' Rescallon, 
racketeer, gangster, convicted murderer, lately 
escaped from the death house at state prison. 
Am I correct, sir?" 

"Correct," said Rescallon, "and I'm glad 
you know who I am because that'll save a lot 
of explaining. Furthermore, if you gentlemen 
are sensible, maybe nobody will get hurt. But 
if either of you tries any funny business, Little 
Roscoe here (he waved the automatic) is likely 
to take umbrage." 

"I don't see that we have much choice," 
drawled Buck. "Besides, we are pledged to 
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deliver you to California, dead or alive. And 
you are the man with the ack-ack." 

"Indeed I am," said Rescallon. "Further- 
more. I have put your radio out of commission, 
so if you had any thought of getting in touch 
with the police by that means, forget it." 

"Are you g-g-going to k-kill us?" asked 
Snippy. 

"Not if you behave," chuckled Rescallon. 
"I have never killed anyone unless it became 
necessary, Of course, if you boys become dif- 
ficult to handle, I might kill one of you as a 
lesson to the other," 

Snippy shivered. 

Buck drawled, "Well, Rescallon, you have 
a reputation as a clever criminal. You have 
now escaped the death house by posing as a 
corpse. You have the upper hand here and 
we're aware of it. Your passage is paid. Put 
away the gun and we'll deliver you to Cali- 
fornia in the coffin as scheduled." 

"Very sensible," said Rescallon. He slipped 
the gun into a hidden holster under his left 
arm-pit. 

Snippy moved. 

In a flash, Rescallon drew the gun and had 
Snippy covered. 

"I'm quick on the draw," he said. "We won't 
have any funny business." 

"R-r-roger," chattered Snippy. 

Rescallon sat in the co-pilot's seat, half 
turned so that he could keep an eye on Buck 
and at the same time be alert for anything 
that might be going on behind the seat. Pilot 
and co-pilot seemed resigned to their job of 
carrying the murderer to his destination. Pres- 
ently they were flying over wild country, 
densely wooded. The murderer studied the 
landscape intently. Then he got up and called 
to Snippy to come forward from the freight 
compartment. 

"Sit here," was his order as he and Snippy 
changed places. 

A moment later he returned, a parachute 
snuggly strapped to his back. 

"This is where I get off, boys," he said. 
"Happy landings!" 

"You're not jumping? With that silk?" cried 
Snippy. 
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"Why not?" asked Rescallon. 
"It's got holes in it," said Snippy. "I c-cut > 
out some pieces to patch my shirt!" 

Automatically the gangster turned his head 
to look at the pack on his back. Buck jumped 
and flashed a fist against the side of Rescallon's 
jaw. The murderer's knees buckled and he 
sagged. 
"Out cold!" yelled Snippy. 
"Not quite," declared Buck, as the killer's 
lips parted. 

"The bomb," whispered Rescallon. "We'll 
all be killed. The bomb. It's . . ." 

The plane hit an air pocket, Rescallon's 
head hit the floor, and he said no more. 
"B-b-bomb?" said Snippy. 
Buck said nothing. He was swiftly setting 
the automatic pilot. Then, "Come on. Work 
fast." 

In among the freight plunged Buck, snif- 
fing, listening. The roar of the engine made lis- 
tening hard, but finally he heard it. A faint 
ticking. He tore open crates and bags, looked 
and felt into corners. 

Snippy was busy too. "I can't find anything," 
he wailed. "And if we don't find that bomb 
soon this'll be our coffin!" 

"Coffin ! That's it !" As he spoke. Buck ripped 
open the lid of the undertaker's box. The 
ticking grew louder. He snatched the time 
bomb and hurled it from the plane. In mid-air 
it burst. 

"Whew!" was all Snippy could say. 

IN Los Angeles, a coffin was turned over to 
the police. It contained the bound, gagged, 
and very much alive body of John "Razor- 
Edge" Rescallon. 

Buck shook hands with Snippy. "You used 
your head, lad," he declared. "That was some 
gag — telling him you had snipped holes in 
his parachute to repair your shirt. That saved 
us." 

"But is wasn't a gag!" declared the co-pilot. 
"I really did it!" 

He opened his jacket to reveal that his 
tattered shirt had been neatly reinforced with 
parachute nylon! 

THE END 
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MOMA 

"PANDA" 



POPPA 



NURSERY 

PLAYROOM 

OR 

BOUDOIR 



These dolls are 
beautifully made, of the 
finest quality, and will 
stand the roughest 
handling. 



Modorn Distributer* Limitei 
347A Yeno,« S+reet, 
Toronto. Ontario. 
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^prt^'^'d**) N.C.O.D..rJ. ra pto. Ck«4. 



RED 

fELLOW 
PINK 
BLACK 
$1,50 !l" BABY PANDA 
$2,50 16" MOMA PANDA 
$3.50 !!" POPPA PANDA 
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PICTURE VQCO RECORDS 

n SOI The CounAW Song 

L- 1 601 The Farmer in The Dril 

r-| 501 W«h Your tfalHb 

<-> 661 Tl.,« Unit Kitten. 

□ s; 

[-1 SOB Hippily Hop Bunny 
LJ 60S Pup &« The Weasel 
ri Sit l?agh Laugh Phonograph 
LJ 606 Yankee D-odle 
[-1 507 Kitty C»t 

AOS Tluee Blind Mice 

(— ] 50") Dfiflty The POfgW 

1 m I 1 iiiiel I Taskn 

n 510 The Little Mountain Climber 

LJ 610 Rmjnd and Round the Village 

□ 511 Be Y..ur Mother, Little Help. 
L - J 611 Baa Haa Black Sheep 

□ ;ii T l\;;: ^KJ^r 

f] S13 Nellie Neat 

^ 611 Mary Had a Little Lamb 

pi 519 Let Mommy Know Where You 

LJ 619 Round [he Mulberry Bush 
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CUT-OUT VOCO RKCORDS n 521 

□ 70, Hm K ™ r ,l, he Circus. «1 

1-1 70 li e ■ l. T.du,,,,- Walker □ 5W 

□ ™ ^hnSr s "" n£mji □ 5U 

Pf 704 T,IC f-MJl^M Cl.-.v.-n 633 
r 804 O.ui Sghta 

□ 554 
6M 

PLASTIC VOCO RECORDS Q 535 

□ V-ll-A Did Yon Ever See A 635 
V-tf^SSgMyLou □ 5M 

bye Baby 636 
,» Lullaby Q 537 

"oik 637 

.Jolly Good Fellow Q 538 



□ 

□ sis 

618 

□ SM 



□ 539 
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Red River Valley 



Spunky The Monkey 
She'll BeComins 
■Round The Mountain 

Buster The llrunco 
Busier 

Git Alcjr* Little Dogie 
The Alphabet Song 
j.v-k and Jill 
A Kiddie Prayer. — 

Sing A Song Of Sixpence 
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